'And is the poor man dead?' he cried*

'He died an hour ago/

The old priest Peter Gilligan

In grief swayed to and fro.

'When you were gone, he turned and died

As merry as a bird/

The old priest Peter Gilligan

He knelt him at that word.

'He Who hath made the night of stars
For souls who tire and bleed,
Sent one of His great angels down
To help rne in my need.

'He Who is wrapped in purple robes,
With planets in His care,
Had pity on the least of things
Asleep upon a chair/

THE TWO TREES
BELOVED, gaze in thine own heart,
The holy tree is growing there;
From joy the holy branches start,
And all the trembling flowers they bear.
The changing colours of its fruit
Have dowered the stars with merry light;
The surety of its hidden root
Has planted quiet in the night;
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